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The Future Of Mankind (aka A Bat With A Hat) 


Author's Notes: 


Alright, so | am really not sure how | came up with all this and how bizarre and surreal you like your fics 
but.. Here is my attempt at describing what they could have been talking about while checking out art.. (You 


can decide whether they're sober or not while doing so-l was when | wrote this! lol) Merry Ficmas!!! 


"A bat with a hat," Blixa announces. "A very large hat” 


Nick looks at the painting - a large undefined splattering of black paint on a white background - a little longer 
before turning towards his bandmate who is still staring at the art on the wall. 


"ls called The Future of Mankind" Nick says as he glances at the leaflet he grabbed when they walked into the 


art gallery. 
Blixa takes a step forward in order to look at the painting more closely. 
"Makes sense," he confirms. "Bats with hats are the future of humanity, as we all know." 


Nick taps his index finger on his chin and nods. A few seconds later, doubts invade his sleep-deprived brain and 
he frowns. 


"Are we talking of a Batmanesque civilisation that would take over humans and enslave them or more of a 


fashion-conscious bat invasion that decimates people?" 
Blixa shakes his head. 


"Nein, Nein.. I'm talking of a higher degree of evolution Humans might still be here but there will be a next 
stage of enlightenment with the rise of bats with flair. This is why the bat wears a hat" 


Blixa turns to the other wall at the end of the gallery, where there is a large piece of art on canvas featuring 
various abstract shades of vibrant green, yellow and orange. 


"Its rather strange, this one," Blixa continues. "The artist must want to make us think about the future. Bright 
but unclear, blinding us.. It makes me nervous just to look at it" 


Nick walks behind Blixa and rests his chin on his German friend's shoulder. 

"Hts like a unicorn puked neon vomit." 

Blixa reaches into his jacket pocket for his pack of cigarettes and lights one up. 

| wonder what you need to eat to make neon vomit," he muses out loud. 

"Radioactive gummy bears, | would suppose," Nick replies. "It would be a great anti-nuclear manifesto." 
"We could buy this one," Blixa says. 

"Why? It makes you nervous, you just said” 

‘For my parents. They will enjoy it. It's Christmas next month." 

"Do you want to get the bat one?,” Nick asks. 


"No, it's too deep and meaningful. | feel stupid when | look at it. | don't like that." 


| could get you a stuffed bat instead, and we can buy a little hat for it” 

Blixa seems to ponder the option His birthday is coming up and that would be a rice gift but he usually 
prefers surprises anyway and it would be better to find something large to hang above their bed. The large 
blank space above the headboard is giving Blixa nightmares. 


Let's focus," Blixa finally says, not taking up Nick's offer for the stuffed animal. "We need something for the 


house." 
"| know.” 
"Choose whichever you want." 


Nick knows Blixa doesn't mean it - he is so picky - and he also knows that Blixa trusts him not to take his 
words as an opportunity to actually get whatever he wants. They will take home whatever Blixa wants. 


| want to get a painting that makes you happy," Nick says cunningly. 
Blixa chuckles and coughs a little. He takes a long drag from his cigarette and exhales the smoke in Nick's face. 
"I don't do happy," he says. 


"| know. Then let's say something that scares you and gives you a boner each time you'll look at it," Nick 


replies. 
“That's more up my alley, yes." 


As Nick and Blixa start to walk back towards the entrance of the art gallery, Blixa notices a smaller painting on 


his left and goes over there to check it out. 
| hadn't seen this one." 


Blixa squints and leans forward to appreciate the artist's work. "This one," he tells Nick. "We should get this 


one. 
The singer comes closer, equally intrigued by Blixa's sudden enthusiasm and the fairly realistic depiction of a 
giant lobster sitting on a naked young woman's lap. The dark blue and purple lobster has one of his large front 
claws on the woman's throat. 


"It turns me on," Blixa tells Nick. 


"| can see why." 


"What is it called?" 

Nick checks the gallery leaflet. 

"Shotgun Wedding" 

| wish you'd make me feel the way she does in the painting" 

"Would you marry me if | were a lobster?," Nick asks. 

| would, then | would boil you and eat you." 

Nick laughs at how serious Blixa looks when he says this. 

"They should have put a hat on the lobster head. | think lobster are almost as evolved as bats," Nick says. 
"No hat. What would they do with a hat under water, Nick? Makes no sense." 


Nick is about to say something else but Blixa takes his hand and drags him to the main counter at the 


entrance of the gallery. 


"Let's pay and take it home. | want you to fuck me while | look at it," he adds. 


